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On Friday September 5, 2014, my English 400 professor asked the class to disturb the universe from 12:00pm to 12:50pm, instead of attending class at our regular time. Though I had planned to venture out and do great things for this assignment, I didn't really end up doing anything that altered the universe in any spectacular way. When I sat down to write the assignment, a day from my past popped into my head. It was a day when I not only disturbed my universe, but my mom's universe as well.


I had just returned home from college for winter break in December of 2013. I found myself wandering the aisles of Target just looking for anything that would distract me from the long, exhausting semester that had just ended. As I wandered, I examined beauty products that were supposed to potentially change my image. Dying my hair was always a great change, but I needed something more this time. I walked on, watching the people shop. They were bundled up from the cold outdoors, preparing for the upcoming holiday. Some of them enjoyed browsing the aisles, taking their time, while others looked like they were on a mission to get what they needed and get out. I eventually found myself surrounded by magazines and paperback books. Intrigued by the colorful covers, I began to search for the one that would take my mind on a journey to another time and place. For some odd reason, one book in particular stuck out to me. It had a white cover, featuring a brown hiking boot with red laces. Subconsciously, it probably reminded of my childhood when I used to go hiking with my family in Minnesota. Without even reading the back, I picked it up and headed to the checkout to purchase it, feeling as though it was right for me.


I began reading Wild that night before bed and, before I knew it, I had finished the first section. I  remember crying as I closed the book and examined the cover. I began to smile as I knew that this read was about to have a profound effect on my life. 


Wild is about a young woman who finds her life crashing down around her in the wake of her mother's death. She gets a radical idea to hike the Pacific Crest Trail from Mexico to Canada, alone. And she does. The story is her personal memoir of her journey. Her brutally honest thoughts and raw feelings during her trek have such an resonating impact on the reader.. Not only did I gain an interest in backpacking from the story, but I found Strayed's story incredibly inspiring; especially how she views fear. She explains fear through the following:


“I knew that if I allowed fear to overtake me, my journey was doomed. Fear, to a great extent, is 
born of a story we tell ourselves, and so I chose to tell myself a different story from the one 
women are told. I decided I was safe. I was strong. I was brave. Nothing could vanquish me... 
fear begets fear.  Power begets power. I willed myself to beget power. And it wasn't long before 
I actually wasn't afraid.”

Basically, fear is all in your head and you can change your mindset to believe whatever you what to believe. Her entire hike symbolizes life! She couldn't turn back, she couldn't just stay still, she had to keep going, no matter the hardships. Her story opened my eyes and allowed me to look at life from a different perspective. It made me realize that we are able to change how we perceive life by just changing the way we think about it.


Because I was so enamored about this book, I told my mom all about it as I read. Once I  had finished the read I practically forced her to read it. While I was back at school for the spring semester, my mom had finally found the time to read Wild. One random weekday, I received a call from my mom as I was walking back from class. She had called to inform me that she had finished reading the book. The story had such an impact on her that she decided to train to hike the entire Appalachian Trail and asked me if I would do it with her. I agreed and thought is was a great idea.


Since then, my mom and I have started hiking the Appalachian Trail. Due to our busy schedules, we have decided to hike it in sections instead of all at once. After six months of training and hiking, I have noticed a considerable difference in my mom. My mom had struggled to be happy again ever since my parents divorced five years ago. Once she started hiking, it is almost as if she came back to life. She has lost weight, started dating, and has become incredibly happy. Adopting this goal to hike the trail has given her the confidence to be herself again. And to think, it is all because I happened to pick up a book in Target.

